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The Germ (any) of Frightfulness 








What szze Pictures 
do You Like 


Here we illustrate the new 2C Size Picture 
and one of the Senecas which take it. 


The Seneca Folding Scout 


Although the size is new this year, this model has 
been on the market for several years and has 
proven a most popular, moderate priced instru- 
ment. It combines the simplicity of the fixed 
focus, Box Scout with the compactness only 
offered in a folding model. 


The Box Scout is another one of the 


SENECA 
CAMERAS 


which take the new 2C Size Picture. 


Th 6 si f pi f he Vest Pock s SIZE | 
ere are 6 sizes of pictures from the Vest Pocket be, 2% ‘byt 


to the Post Card Size and there are 6 different 

models of Seneca Cameras made in various sizes 

to take the different size pictures. Choose the size picture you want, then ask your 
dealer to show you all the models that take this size picture—-that is the best way 
to get Camera Satisfaction. 


The Free Seneca Catalog 


illustrates the sizes of pictures, tells which cameras take them, 
explains the advantages of each model—-gives the prices and much 
valuable information. 


Ask your Dealer or send postal for a copy. 


Dealers should write at once for our sales plan. Our trial offer 
enables you to be certain that a Seneca Agency including both 
cameras and roll film will make good. 


Seneca Camera Mfg. Company 
195 State Street, Rochester, N. Y. 
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OUIS RAEMAEKERS, the great 
L Dutch cartoonist, has been sin- 
gled out by the German_militarist 
party as one of the individuals who, 
arrayed against them, it would be a 
peculiar pleasure to “ strafe.” The 
Cologne Gazette, in a leading article 
on Holland, has wildly threatened 
that “after the war Germany will 
settle accounts with Holland, and for 
each calumny, for each cartoon of 
Raemaekers, she will demand pay- 
ment with the interest that is due 
her.” While this declaration is only 
one more instance of Teutonic bel- 























The Zeppelin Victim 


lowing, it is certain evidence that 
Raemaekers’ scorching pictorial in- 
dictments of German frightfulness 
and insanity, have found their way 
to the quick, even through the callous 
pachydermia of the Germanic con- 
sciousness, 

The great war had scarcely been in 
progress a month before the telling 
cartoons of this draughtsman of Hol- 
land began to be talked about in 
London, in Paris, in Petrograd — 
and in Beriin. Raemaekers’ cartoons 
appeared at first in the Amsterdam 
Telegraaf, and the other newspapers 
in Europe began to reproduce them. 
Quick to realize their full signifi- 
cance, the German authorities did 


The Last Ride Together 


“Death and His Friend” 


everything in their power to suppress 
them. The Kaiser is quoted as say- 
ing that Raemackers’ cartoons were 
equal to the assault of a million 
of his enemies on the battlefield. 
Through German intrigue this artist 
was charged ia the Dutch courts with 


Louis Raemaekers 
On whose head the Prussian militarists 
have set a price 
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endangering the neutrality of Hol- 
land — and acquitted. A price has 
been set upon his head by the Prus- 
sian military authorities. His life 
has been several times attempted by 
agents of the Kaiser. 

Since America’s declaration of war 
against the common foe of civiliza- 
tion, M. Raemaekers has made but 
two cartoons in which our country 
has been symbolized and one of these 
is in our present issue, With pardon- 
able pride PUCK announces the ex- 
clusive publication in these pages of 
the future war cartoons of Louis 
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The Teuton Butcher 


Raemaekers. We have arranged for 
the reproduction of this great artist’s 
drawings in the firm conviction that 
they will be both a delight and an in- 
spiration to PUCK’S army of readers, 
We believe that these cartoons will 
serve a high patriotic purpose, that 
they will give all of us a keener 
sense of our responsibilities and a 
deeper appreciation of the gravity of 
the task imposed upon us, now that 
the die is cast and we are pledged to 
our Allies across the sea to “do our 
bit” in crushing the monster of 
Prussian ruthlessness. 

PUCK believes that its readers will 
share its enthusiasm over the vivid, 
trenchant impressionism of M. Rae- 
maekers’ art. 
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Learning His A-B-C’s 


Democracy Receives a Boost 

A tremendous stride toward democ- 
racy has been taken by Japan. The 
Japanese privy council has just promul- 
gated regulations permitting any Jap- 
anese subject, no matter how humble, 
to send petitions, appeals and kicks di- 
rect to the Emperor through the mails. 
It matters not whether a man be a 
piano-mover, a bank president or a dog- 
fancier; if his wife is spending more 
money on clothes than she should; or if 
he doesn’t like the taste of the butter 
that his grocer sells him at forty-eight 
cents a pound; or if the janitor makes 
too much noise when he empties the 
ash-cans in the morning; or if the tele- 
phone central calls him by mistake more 
than six times in the same day, the new 
privy council regulations permit him to 
sit right down, rip off a heated personal 
letter to the Emperor about his troubles, 
slap a two-yen stamp on it, and rush it 
to the nearest letter-box. It will be no- 
ticed that there is nothing in the privy 
council’s regulations which make it obli- 
gatory for the Emperor to read all the 
letters, or to answer them in his own 
handwriting. Nevertheless, when a 
man is allowed to pour his woes into the 
ears of anyone as important as an Em- 
peror, he is apt to be more contented 
with his lot than the man who pours 
them into his neighbor’s ears. It is also 
easier on the neighbors. The Japanese 


privy council has raised the cause of 
democracy about six inches by its dar- 
ing action. 





As It Were 
GWENDOLYN: What a cute little chap 
Benton is. 
Grace: Cute! Why he’s as bow-leg- 
ged as he can be! 
GWENDOLYN: True; but that gives 
him such an arch look. 
Polygamy in Workington 
“Supper was served by some of the 
wives of some of the members.” 
—Workington News. 


Still in the Dark 
“He used to kiss me every time we 
passed through a tunnel before our mar- 
riage,” said the sad little woman. 
“And doesn’t he do so now? ” 
the bosom friend. 
“ Now he takes a drink.” 
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The Children: Aw, pa—please give us a ride 
while you're gittin’ your breath! 
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The Seven Ages of Love 
As Felt by Man 


At 5 years...... For his mother, 

At 18 years...... For the little 
blond girl next door. 

At 20 years...... For the middle- 
aged Widow who “ understands.” 

At 80 years...... For the free. 
love advocates. 

At 45 years...... For his wife. 

At 60 years...... For his pretty 
stenographer. 

At 75 years...... For his _ latest 
grandchild. 


The Seven Ages of Hate 
As Borne by Man 


At 65 years...... Toward soap and 
water. 

At 16 years...... Toward the rival 
gang leader. 

At 20 years...... Toward economy. 

At 80 years...... Toward all re- 
strictions, social and moral. 

At 45 years...... Toward after- 
noon teas. 

At 60 years...... Toward his bald 
head. 

At 75 years...... (He realizes the 


folly of all enmity and has ceased to 
hate). 


The Seven Ages of Ambition 


As Experienced by Man 


At §& years...... To be like Uncle 
Bob. 

At 15 years...... To be a detective. 

At 20 years...... To be idealized 
by all the pretty girls in the world. 

At 80 years...... To pay his debts. 

At 45 years...... To pay his wife's 
debts. 

At 60 years...... To be a boy again. 

At 75 years...... To be let alone. 


The Seven Ages of Wealth 
As Estimated by Man 


At 5 years...... A pocketful of 
pennies. 

At 15 years...... Half a dozen 
dogs and three jacknives. 

At 20 years......$100,000. 

At 80 years...... $100,000,000. 

At 45 years....../ A home and fam- 
ily. 

At 60 years...... A Turkish harem. 

At 75 years...... A clear’ con- 
science. 


The world is. so full of a number of 
fakes 

That we all ought to be as unpleasant 
as snakes. 
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Drawn by Louis Raemackers 


PROUD TO FIGHT! 


America thinks it is an honor to shed her blood, 
and to give all she has for the war of humanity. 











THE NEWS IN RHYME 


Drawings by MERLE JOHNSON 


Verses by BERTON BRALEY 
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That submarine menace 
They tell us again is 
A peril that’s growing in scope, 
It’s hard to get at it 
And plans to combat it 
Seem based, at the present, on hope. 


The war board is planning 
For rapidly spanning 
The ocean with ships made of wood, 
But critics cry “ Piffle! ” 
They won't make the riffle, 
It’s only steel ships that are good.” 


And while this discussion 
Is raging, the Prussian 
The bed of the ocean has strewn 
With wrecks beyond counting, 
And still the toll’s mounting; 
—We’ve got to do something, and 
soon! 


Our war loan’s succeeding. 
We learn from our reading 
How nobly the _ people 
through,” 
We trust you have shaken 
Your purse out and taken 
As much as a million or two. 


“ came 


Conscription of labor 
Seems likely; good neighbor, 
If we are not chosen to fight, 
We may be selected 
To toil as directed 
At farming from dawn until night. 


In this occupation 

We'll work for the nation 

Increasing the yield of its lands, 
A prospect most charming 
Although you'll find farming 





















Some pacifists gather 
At Stockholm, though rather 


Restricted in number, *twould seem. 


We somewhat suspicion 
This “ glorious mission ” 
Is Germany’s pet little scheme. 














Is hard on the back and the hands. 




























The virulent capers 
Of hyphenate papers 
Are shocking to those who are hep, 
In fact there is reason 
To warn them of treason, 
“Go easy! Look out! Watch your 


' 


step. 


The prize fight profession 
Shows vast retrogression, 
The “ game” is a terrible stench, 
ry” . 
The law should be ending 
This nuisance and sending 
The “ fighters” to fight in a trench. 


Our war plans move slowly 
In time we'll be wholly 


Prepared and equipped and in shape, | 


If Congress won’t fret us 
And bureaucrats let us 
Proceed without endless red tape. 
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Let Us “ Carry On” 


HE typical war panic indicates a state of mind which 
the advanced physician would doubtless diagnose 

as a “fear neurosis.” Fortunately, the signs of commer- 
cial’ unrest thus far observed have been of a sporadic 
character, yet their presence has been sufficient to bring 
forth words of warning from well informed men in every 


walk of life. 


That war disturbs money cannot be questioned, but it 
does not destroy it. And being liquid, it so happens that 
money, in its ebb and flow, becomes more agitated in 
times of war. It is simply in the movement of money 
that the timid to-day find cause for apprehension. 


Our commercial and financial problems just now have 
to do with readjustment rather than restriction. Im- 
mense credits by government loans release millions of 
dollars that have been idle. All this money called up 
for war service goes from idleness into active circulation; 
it is not destroyed; it shifts, and shifts more actively, 
changes hands more fluidly than in times of peace. 


Mr. Howard E. Coffin, of the Council of National De- 
fense, sounded an early appeal weeks ago to “ carry on” 
—to go ahead in commerce, in manufacture, in personal 
activities, just as though there were no war. 


We doubt that any considerable sum of money will 
flow out of this country because of the war, and only by 
shipping gold to Europe could our financial condition 
become seriously affected. Whatever readjustments of 
funds or credits that becomes necessary will take place 
within our own borders. The money itself will stay here, 
and so long as it does stay here there can hardly be any 
serious disarrangement of our financial world. 


The Government has issued to aliens within our borders 
the injunction, “Don’t talk!” We would amend this, 
for the guidance of our own people, “ Don’t Talk Panic! ” 
The business man who “ carries-on,” just as he always 
has, will be the chief gainer from the wave of prosperity 
that inevitably follows a war. 





A Study in Restraint 
E approached the Tabernacle with feelings akin 
to those which surged through a timid and retir- 
ing nature, as reluctant feet years ago carried us to our 
first prize-fight — just to be one of “the boys.” 
A mental picture of violence oppressed us: a mass of 








wrecked chairs and table legs surmounted by a frenzied 
orator who stormed and thundered his invective over a 
surge of humanity worked up to a boiling point. 

But what a different scene it was in reality! 

The simple dignity of the Reverend William Sunday, 
in quiet, even tones, preaching the gospel of Jesus Christ, 
was a lesson in supreme restraint. The beauty of care- 
fully measured words, the air of profound reverence, be- 
spoke of gentleness and calm. 

Here, at last, was the impelling piety of an intense 
respect for the deeper currents of religious worship. 

We marveled— marveled at the atmosphere of s0- 
briety and sincerity that prevailed. The temperate 
phrase, the solemnity of gesture, were a benediction in 
themselves. 

We listened, enthralled by a flow of masterly elo- 
quence. 

And just then the Reverend Mr. Sunday called us a 
miserable mutt! 


Give the Colonel His Chance 
LOSE upon 25,000 men have registered their willing- 
ness to fight in France under the leadership of 
Theodore Roosevelt. Most of these men are beyond the 
draft age, many are executives in responsible positions 
who would hardly come within the scope of the first few 
drafts. But every one of them is in deadly earnest in his 
desire to follow Colonel Roosevelt into the trenches. 
We have been at war with Germany some six weeks. 
Within that same space of time the Battle of the Marne 
was fought and Paris saved. We haven’t yet started a 
man to the front; as this is written, no agreement has 
even been reached on the question of conscription, and 
the only concrete proposal thus far presented to Congress 
is the offer of Colonel Roosevelt to lead a quarter of a 
million men against the common enemy of civilization. 
Let us hope that so patriotic an offer shall not be suf- 





fered to pass unaccepted. Marshal Joffre has asked us 


for men, and a former President of the United States has 
undertaken to supply them. Since parties and politics 
have been subordinated to the common good, no further 
obstacle should be placed in the way of Colonel Roose- 
velt’s expeditionary force. 

Entirely aside from the purely military value of his 
proposed army, we can picture no more inspiring spec- 
tacle than the presence of American soldiers on the 
French front, led by a man whose military laurels have 
been well and deservedly won. 
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Drawn by Boardman Robinson 





A Little Sleeping Potion — for the Duration of the War 
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Pockets 


Pockets are, to a large extent, a 
weakness of the male, and appear,to 
exist chiefly for the purpose of allowing 
their possessors to forget in which 
pocket they placed a given article. 

The average suit of man’s clothes 
contains fifteen pockets, most of ‘which 
are unnecessary, though most of them 
are full at all hours of the day and 
night. The average suit of woman’s 
clothes contains one pocket, and some- 
times less; but a woman is seldom heard 
to complain of leaving money, keys or 
important documents in the pockets of 
her other clothes, as men so often do. 
This tends to prove that men have far 
more pockets than they need. 

It has been admitted for years that 
the system adopted by the average male 
in using his pockets is inefficient in the 
extreme. Thus, he always carries his 
cigars in his upper vest pockets, with 
the result that when he takes too deep 
a breath or leans against anything too 
firmly, the cigars are crushed. He us- 
ually carries his change in his lower 
vest pockets, from which the coins fall 
whenever he stoops over too far or runs 
too violently. His keys he carries in 
his trousers’ pocket where, by rubbing 
against his leg, they chafe holes in his 
underclothes as well as in his trousers. 

It is high time that an end be put to 
such a wasteful and inefficient system. 
No time should be lost in eliminating 
pockets from masculine garments. At 
the present moment a vast deal of space 
is being wasted in the interior of male 
hats. A false bottom, for example, 
could be built in a derby hat, neat com- 
partments inserted, and the whole used 
as a male vanity-case or catch-all, thus 
eliminating the necessity of carrying 
keys, knives, spare handkerchiefs, small 
change, unimportant documents and 
old letters, trouser buttons, business 
cards, old coins, corkscrews, collar 
buttons and other impediments in the 
pockets. 

The mere fact that the average male 
would be discontented without his pock- 
ets is no reason why he should be al- 
lowed to revel in them so freely and 
enthusiastically. This is an age of ef- 
ficiency. Down with pockets! 


—Kenneth Roberts 


Literal Obedience 


Bashful Jimson who had sought ad- 
vice as to what to say upon his first call, 
amazed the young woman by asking 
carelessly as he shook the proffered 


hand, ‘‘ How’s your mother and things 
like that? ” 
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When Peace Comes 
Some Suggestions as to What to Do with the Old War Material 


The Peaceful Conversion of a 


For Her Country 


Mrs. Parper (looking up from news- 
paper): Here’s an account of an Eng- 
lish woman who has sent four hus- 
bands to the front and lost them all. 

Parvee: Does the account say the 
lady has resumed recruiting? 


Thoughtful 
“Does the new clerk observe 
precaution against fire? ”’ 
“He always throws his cigarettes 
into someone else’s wastebasket.” 


due 


An epigram is a sermon edited by an 
efficiency expert. 





Torpedo 
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Into a Foot Warmer 


A Clever Bit 

“How was your speech received at 
the club?” 

“Fine. Why, they congratulated me 
heartily. In fact, one of the members 
came to me and told me that when I 
sat down he had said to himself that it 
was the best thing I had ever done.” 


WANTED—BOY WITH A VERY 
common school education. Good pros- 
Box 1398 Herald. 

—Calgary Daily Herald. 


pects. 


“TI have observed,” remarked Sin- 
nikus, “ that very often the friend who 
gives you a hearty slap on the back is 
getting ready to make a light touch.” 


Thoughts on the Value of 
Personal Dignity 

Not long ago a waiter in a Broadway 
restaurant, while carrying a load of 
dishes, was bumped by the boss, so that 
he fell downstairs with great impetu- 
osity and fluency, surrounded by china, 
silverware and other dining-room im- 
pedimenta. On gaining his feet, he 
‘limped away to a lawyer's office and 
filed suit against the boss for $15,000, 

‘he being of the opinion that his fall 
had bruised his dignity severely, and 
that $15,000 would about cover the 
damage. 

Apparently the war has seriously 
affected the retail price of dignity ; and 
its percentage of increase has been as 
great as that of combustibles, wearing 


Guo 


apparel and raw materials of various 
sorts. 


Restaurant patrons will recall with 
regret the happy days of yore, when 
the price of dignity was within the 
reach of all, and when a patron who 
discovered a waiter sticking his thumb 
in a dish of ragout de bulbul, a la 
mouchoir de mucilage, felt perfectly 
free to kick him half-way to the cash- 
ier’s desk, secure in the knowledge that 
a twenty-five cent tip would more than 
suffice to repair any damage that his 
dignity might suffer. 


It is not unreasonable to suppose that 
$15,000 is an outrageously inflated 
valuation to put on a small consignment 
of dignity, despite the fact that Jess 
Willard is asking $7,500 per round to 


ne Why are you putting that mark in your hat? ” 
“T always put one in when I check it. So far this hat has cost me $196.10.” 


10 


participate in a prize fight in whig 
naught will be lost save dignity, 
this is indeed the case, the penduly 
myst swing back; and it won't be lon 
before the valuation which is placed gq 
a bushel of dignity won’t be sufficiey 
to keep the dog in flea-soap for a week 
Not so very long.ago, the Aroostook 
County farmers were offering their po 
tatoes at twenty-five cents a bushel with 
no takers. They couldn’t have made 
the price lower without losing money om 
transportation. To-day the price of 
Aroostook County potatoes is from 80@) 
to 2,600 per cent. higher. Some day i 
will fall back to the old level. Dignity 
is in the same class. Just now pri 
fighters, waiters and other opportunists) 
may mark up the price of their dignity 
and get away with it; but the time i 
rapidly approaching when this country; 
will be so busy that the man who seekg 
to collect $15,000 for a warped or 
dented dignity will receive nothing 
more nourishing than a swift kick. 
There are certain types of humang 
who will always suffer from the desire 
to kill the goose that lays the golden 
egg. 


Confessions of a Germ 

I am a germ. 

I am supposed to be a great enemy of 
the human race, but there is something § 
to be said on the other side. If properly 
treated, it may appear ultimately that 
I am more of a friend to the human race 
than an enemy. 


But be that as it may, the fact re- | 
mains that I am a great friend to the 
doctors. 


Doctors are always hard put to find 
new theories, because the theories that 
they do find fade away so rapidly under: 
examination. I am the most prolific) 
father of theories that the doctors have 
ever discovered. 

My great advantage to the doctors 
lies in the fact that I am so tremendous- } 
ly and elusively small. This enables the J 
doctors to know all about me without 
knowing anything whatsoever about me. 


That is, it enables them to discuss me. 
with a resounding and impressive ig- 7 
norance when dealing with patients) 
whose ignorance is still more stygian | 
and who therefore do not even know | 
how little the doctors know about me. | 

Of course it is extremely annoying to 
me to have to deal with a human race 
which is so woefully unenlightened, but 
as I can see no way out of it, I sup- 4 
pose I shall have to keep on grinning 
and bearing it. 
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List, O Bride To Be! 
By Terrell Love Holliday 


Draw nigh unto my knee, O daugh- 
ter, and mark what thou hearest; for 
this matrimonial stunt thou art about 
to pull, I pulled upon thy father. 

Matrimony, my child, resembleth a 
mule. With it a wise woman can harvest 
rich crops. Also, it hath a kick in each 
end and may be worked to death. 

See that thy bark is well ballasted 
with love, little one. Oftentimes matri- 
monial seas grow rough, and every boat 
is not a tank steamer carrying oil of 
alimony wherewith to smooth the wild 
waves. 

Believe that thy husband canst not 
lie. In fact he can not convincingly 

yet he wilt do his darnedest. When 
he striketh the rocks of truth, remem 
ber that thou art his help-mate and 
slip him a life preserver, lest he go 
down, dragging thy happiness. 

The moral code of a husband may 
be like that of a submarine. In such 
a case, my daughter, waste no time 
citing the laws of civilized warfare. 
Neither wrap him in the cotton batting 
of loving forgiveness. He needeth an 
other kind of cotton and a harder bat 
ting. Bat his periscope with the hand 
of the law, tie a can to his rudder, fill- 
ing the same with gun-cotton, and, as 
he beateth it hence, shell the can, 

Remember, baby mine, that thou art 
a lady. Rule thy husband by refined 
methods, eschewing the rolling-pin of 
the common herd. A_ stocking filled 
with sand answereth all purposes and 
leaveth no scalp wounds. 

Merely tell 


him what is what and stop. 


Never nag thy mate. 
Conjugal pocket picking is a con 
Train 
properly and into thy lap he will empty 


fession of incompetence. him 
all that he hath, saving now and then 
a jitney held out for tobacco. Over- 
look that. 

Crying when he complaineth of thy 
cooking is folly. Sympathize with him, 
© child, and suggest hiring a cook. 
And, lo! he will shovel rocky biscuit 
into his pantry as though they were 
of a featheriness, and call sad cake 
joyful. 


Handle 


gently, my daughter. 


husband and dynamite 
Forget so to do 
and thou wilt be blown out of thy mar- 
ital berth before thy houseboat hath 
crossed Honeymoon Pond. 

When the light of thy life cometh 
home shaded by a grouch, diffuse the 


And 


gloom with thine own brilliance. 


Grow 


when he arriveth in a jovial mood, 
match it, else he will be driven to the 
club for congenial company. 

Asketh When 
cross feelings and indulge in dark 
looks? Never! 


O daughter. 


thou, may J cuddle 


Such are not for thee, 


If thou wouldst have him sing thy 
praises, and what is better, buy thee 
what thy heart desirest, seem always to 
think of him and his comfort, utterly 
word 


forgetting thyself. I use the 


“seem” advisedly, O daughter. Count 


less times thou canst remember Num 


ber One and put over something for 





thyself. Only be clever, and the dear 
old dumbhead never will know the dif- 
ference. 

Yet, babe o’ my bosom, get me right 
with the 
chancellor of the exchequer; for sorry 


on this: Be on the level 
will be the day when he closeth his 
checkbook against thee. 

If thou hopest for a long cruise in 
the Hymeneal catboat, trim thy sails 
carefully, with exceeding 
Take tact 


wear a life belt of patience. At 


yea, care, 
and 
that, 


O my darling, ’twere well to do your 


swimming lessons in 


sailing in sight of a life-saving station. 
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The Young Lady Across the Way 
The young lady across the way says she saw in the paper that some 
people were talking of putting a 100 per cent tax on all incomes above 
$100,000 and for her part she wouldn't care if they went further and 


took everything over that amount. 
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The Perversity of Envelope Flaps 

Envelope flaps are coated with glue 
made from boiled fish scales, and are 
as heavily charged with perversity as 
19-cent butter is charged with bad 
taste. Theoretically, the envelope flap 
will not adhere to the body of the en- 
velope until it is lapped with energy, 
enthusiasm and a moist tongue. Actu- 
ally, it adheres to the body of the en- 
velope whenever its possessor is in a 
hurry to place a letter in it and get it 
in the mail. Moreover, when something 
highly important is placed in an en- 
velope, the flap adheres with the utmost 
reluctance, and the contents are fre- 
quently exposed to the prying gaze of 
anyone that cares to look. But if some- 
thing of no importance is placed in it, 
and the possessor, after sticking down 
the flap, decides to raise it again, the 
glue holds with such gusto and vigor 
that the envelope must be torn into sev- 
eral pieces before it can be entered suc- 
cessfully. This shows the truly offen- 
sive character of envelope-flaps, and 
them 


makes further comment on un- 


necessary. 


Eternal Feminine 
Mrs Frurrer: Isn't it wonderful. 
the interest women are taking in gard- 
ening and farming? 
Diogenes: They have always been 
crazy about husbandry. 


Ice Climbs Upward 

The price of ice has gone up ten cents 
per hundred: pounds, the excuse being 
that the big rise in the price of soft coal 
has made it more costly to run the arti- 
ficial-ice plants with their customary 
fluency. The fact that ice has gone up 
opportunity — to 
hoist the price of food and drink about 


gives restaurants an 
seven notches, and to excuse themselves 
by pointing with agonized countenances 
to the increased cost of refrigeration. 
The unfortunate part of all this is that 
whenever the price of commodity A is 
put up because of the rise in price of 
commodity B, the rise in A is from two 
to ten hundred per cent greater than it 
actually need be in order to cover the 
rise in B. The ice dealers, by boosting 
the price of ice because of the rise in 
coal, get enough additional money to 
supply coal for five or six times as 
many artificial-ice plants as there are in 
the nation. 


The Perfect Lady 
First Neigusor: An’ wot did you 
s'y? 
Seconp Dirro: I kep’ me dignity, 
Mrs. ’Arris. “ Pig!” I sez, an’ swept 
out.—Punch. 


“The ‘i’ is silent as in profession.” 
“Not in the theatrical profession.” 


He Needed the Money 
‘“ Bob,” said Lily’s small sister, who 
was entertaining him while he awaited 
the appearance of Lily, “do you love 
Lily?” 
“Er 
why do you ask?” 
“She said she’d give a dollar to 
know,” replied the little one snuggling 
I want the money!” 


Bob, ‘‘ I—but 


stammered 


up, ““ and 


No Escape for Him 
Hussy: Well, since it takes two to 
make a quarrel, I’]l shut up. 
Wirey: Isn’t that just like a con- 
You'll sit there and 
think mean things. 


temptible man! 


ae ae) 


The nurse, the governess, the maid and the 
cook being out, the chauffeur is asked to 


bathe the baby. 
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The Lost Art of Trust-Busting 

It will soon be time for some of ys 
grandfathers to take our children op 
our knees and tell them of the good old 
days when trust-busting was one of the 
most popular of indoor sports. 

In that virile epoch, every man of 
vigor and vim who loved his country 
was a potential trust-buster. It was 
the common thing for a doting father to 
go to the cradle of his offspring and 
cherish the fond hope that the helpless 
bundle of incipient humanity which he 
gazed upon would one day become a 
trust-buster de luxe, the greatest trust- 
buster of them all. 

But those pristine days are o’er to 


come Men came to the con- 


c! 


no more, 
usion that trust-busting didn’t pay 
because no trust 


was ever 


One or two trusts pretended to 


simply 
busted. 
be busted in a good humored attempt to 
satisfy the popular caprice, but a care- 
ful examination of the trust directory 
shows that the only missing trusts are 
those which dissolved of their own 
sweet will. 

It would 


now be difficult to find a trust-buster in 


Trust-busting is a lost art. 


a whole day’s travel upon our most ex- 
We 


have turned our attention to other and 


peditious mode of conveyance. 


forms of ineffectiveness. 
Ellis O. Jones. 


more modern 


Painting the Lily 
There is some agitation in certain 
male circles to the effect that all women 
who are engaged in duties directly or 
the 
should wear one-piece suits of khaki, in 


indirectly connected with war 
order that they may look neater and 
more businesslike, and at the same time 
be more efficient. The gentlemen re- 
sponsible for this agitation doubtless 
wear hard, hideous and unwieldy derby 
hats, heavily starched collars made of 
three or four thicknesses of linen which 
nearly throttle them when they remain 
too long in one position and which al- 
most saw the skin from their throats 
when they move around too much, false- 
backed vests which pinch them across 
the chest and stomach, garters which 
are always threatening to slip down, 
and starched cuffs which are either so 
long that they irritate or so short that 
they embarrass. Members of the male 
sex who are seriously contemplating 
making female dress neater and more 
efficient should carefully scrutinize the 
garb of the first ten women they see, 
and then examine their own clothes a bit 


more intelligently. 














The Confirmed Shopper Orders 
Her Garden Supplies 


Hello! is this Plantum & Razum’s 
seed store? 


Well, this is Mrs. Gregory Gringle. 
I’m planting a garden, and I want to 
open an account. 


Please send me twenty grains of 
corn, five seed potatoes with at least 
ten eyes apiece, thirty cucumber seeds, 
and a peck of asparagus seed. 


I beg your pardon. You say aspara- 
gus isn’t raised from seed? How 
strange! What is it raised from? 


Roots! And I'll have to wait from 
one to three years before I get any as- 
paragus from them? How perfectly 
preposterous! You can just keep your 
old asparagus roots! I’d much rather 
buy my asparagus by the bunch! 


Yes, I want some fertilizer. Please 
send me some that doesn’t have a nasty 
smell, so that I can keep it in the closet 
under the hall stairs when I’m not using 
it. About three cupfuls will be enough, 


What! It all smells? Then I don’t 
want it! And there’s another thing: 
if your seeds don’t sprout satisfactorily, 
you will allow me to return them and 
have them credited to my account, of 
course ? 


You won't! I never heard of any- 
‘thing so outrageous! I won’t buy a 
thing from you! You may cancel my 
order, and remove my name from your 
books as well! I shall do business with 
more accommodating people! 


A Rank Outsider 


“Then the neighboring farmers do 
not take your garden seriously? ” 

“No,” said the man who had moved 
to the country. “Not even their 
chickens will condescend to scratch in 
%.” 


A Relief 


“So you enjoy hearing your wife 
speak in public? ” 

“Yes,” answered Mr. Meekton, “ it 
is a great comfort to me to hear her de- 
scribing faults and difficulties for which 



































THE RESULT OF HIGH TAXES 


Owner of New York City Real Estate on an Inspection Tour of His Property 


Dirt 
Dirt is too thick in the city and too 
thin in the country. City residents, in 
their goings and comings, accumulate 
so much dirt that in order to look thor- 
oughly clean, they have to change their 
collars at least twice a day. Young 


- .men and boys with whiskbrooms are en- 


countered at every turn in the city. 
These youths diligently brush the dirt 
from everyone who comes within their 
reach, thus proving that the dirt must 
be extraordinarily plentiful. In the 
country, on the other hand, one collar 


I cannot possibly be held responsible.” is often worn a week or two without 
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being changed; while every farmer 
spends a large percentage of his income 
for fertilizers with which to enrich the 
dirt in his farm. This proves beyond 
question that country dirt is thinner 
than city dirt. When scientists get 
through inventing war-machines to kill 
people, and find themselves at a loss 
for ways in which to utilize their idle 
moments, they might turn their atten- 
tion to removing dirt from the cities, 
where it adds to the general expense, 
and segregating it in the country, where 
it can always be used to fill vacant holes 
in the roads. 









































































‘ HAL Ju anos 


aA 
“Did you enjoy the concert this even- 
ing ” 
“Yes, especially the gent who sang the 


Declaration of Independence.” 


A War Time Farewell 


Beside the gravel path bloomed a tall 
syringa bush white with 
Along the borders of the walk grew 
little, queer faced pansies, sitting up 
ready to inspect the passer-by. The 
honeysuckle-laden, rose-redolent breath 
of Spring filled the air. 
a living presence over the little valley 
and War a faraway prospect. 

Yet—by the gate lingered a pair of 
lovers—and one was. in khaki. 

They were clasped in each other's 


blossoms. 


Peace seemed 


arms and they looked deeply into each 
other’s eyes. Their lips met in a long, 
desperately-clinging kiss. 

“Good bye, 
brokenly. 

“Au revoir,’ she answered bravely, 
and picking up her grip started for the 
station where she was to meet the other 
members of the Women’s Military 
Training Camp. 


dear,” he whispered 


Including Potatoes 


“I hear you mortgaged your house 
yesterday.” 

“Yes, I was hungry and wanted a 
good square meal.” 


Natural Query 


UnberRTAKER (to visitor at funeral 
of prominent business man): Would 
you like to see the corpse? 

Visitor (absently): Yes, if he isn’t 
too busy. 





Brow 


On a Fifth Avenue Bus 


Close-boarded, bar-crossed windows— 
—blind facades! 
I cannot look within but envy sees 
A world that is not mine and cush- 
ioned ease 
I may not share.. .all, all behind those 


shades. 


Two maidens pure as dawn ascend the 
bus... 
And earth reels 


from me...Airily I 
soar... 
The one is laughing Youth forever- 
more ; 
The other, Wonder, wide-eyed, tremul- 


ous. 


Wild magic haunts the breeze, the open 


sky! 
I, too, am rich; I smell the greening 
sod; 


I lilt a song of soul-content to God; 
And on we travel...Wonder, Youth 
ana i. . 


The Logical Result 


Teacuer: If you kind 
polite to your fellow-pupils, what will 


are and 


be the result? 
Pupit: Why, they’ll think they can 
lick me. 


A Moratorium 
Hewitt: I am sorry, old man, but I 
can’t give you a check to-day. 
Jewett: Why not? 
Hewitt: Well, you see, it is owing 
to this scarcity of paper; I 
haven't anything to write it on. 


white 











Biggs: Peckham seems more cheerful of 
late. 

Boggs: Yes, he says he’s certain he'll be 
drafted into the army before the end of 
the summer. 
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College Graduate: Want a lift, Atlas, old 


man? 


A New Periodical 
It is said that shortly a new periodi- 
cal, of unique character, is to be 
founded, which will be known as “ The 
This peri- 
very 


Home Journal.” 
make a 


Fathers’ 
odical is expected to 
poignant appeal to the male sex, who 
have hitherto been absolutely without 


any literary representative of their 
own. It is well known, for example, 
that neither magazines nor books are 


ever held sacred to the sterner sex, and 
in public libraries ladies have been ob- 
served sniffing the books on the shelves 
for the odor of tobacco. Such books as 
developed this odor have been avidly 
seized and read. But it is confidently 
believed that no woman ever will want 
to read ‘“ The Fathers’ Home Journal,” 
and if this belief proves to be well 
established, it is hinted that several im- 
portant newspapers will immediately 
start a “ Father’s Page,’ with*the same 
object in view. In the 
there will be many striking depart- 
ments and features. Numerous short 
practical articles will appear of interest 
to males, such as how to clean a pipe 
with a discarded hair-pin, the merits of 
cloves vs. coffee-beans, tonsorial re- 
cipes, the leading color of pyjamas, and 
the like. All stories with a sad ending 
or in which there is any roughness will 
be barred. Leading experts will de- 
scribe the latest things in the shops. 
There will be many sweet illustrations. 
A symposium will be conducted, in 
which Richard Le Gallienne and Pro- 
fessor Jess Willard will participate, on 
the topic, “ Should a triolet be provided 
with a can-opener? ”’ 


new venture 
















Volunteers 

Some Letters to the President 
Dear Sir: 

The Guards in the Subway Stations 
wish to organize as a military company 
for active service. Since Germany has 
adopted ruthless warfare, the United 
States should pay back in the same coin. 
It is unnecessary for me to refer to our 
notorious brutality. 

Yours truly, 
Patrick Firz Parrick. 
Dear Sir: 

As President of the School Teachers’ 
Union I desire to offer our services as a 
unit in the Army. We are prepared to 
go to Europe, and to invade Germany 
or Austria, for we have studied and 
taught geography. Our equipment 
should include switches and rulers. 

Yours very truly, 
Uneepa Lesson. 
Dear Sir: 

The Chorus boys of the Summer 
Garden Company and_ Dillingfeld’s 
Jollies are just crazy to become honest- 
to-Gawd soldiers, and we think it would 
be a scream to organize a unit, provided 
that we can wear pink-and-blue uni- 
banner inscribed 

We will provide 


forms, and have a 
“ Hoops, My Dear!” 
our own powder-rags. 
Yours affectionately, 
VerNon VASHTI. 
Dear Sir: 

Not to be outdone in patriotism by 
any other class of American citizens, 
we, the Freaks from the Side-Show of 
Darnum and Daily’s Circus, offer our 
services as a fighting unit. We include 
a Giant, a Dwarf, a Fat Woman, a 
Living Skeleton, a Bearded Lady, a 
Tattooed Man, a Snake Charmer and a 
Sword Swallower. I am the India- 


Rubber Man. 
Yours loyally, 
O. How STRANGE. 


Adventures on 


Quo 


Ritter Writes a Nature Story 

“What a morning!” breathed Mr. 
Ritter. The soft Spring breeze fanned 
his cheek and the smell of growing 
things was to his nostrils as the bouquet 
of a rare vintage. “Mamma and the 
kids are away. Now is the time to 
write that Nature story.” 

There was little travel upon this 
quiet street of Suburbia. But, that his 
attention might not be distracted by 
even an occasional passer-by, Ritter 
pushed his writing table to the rearmost 
corner of the screened-in verandah, and 
set to work. 

The first lines of the introduction 
wrote themselves. Then there was a 
rat-tat-tat at the screen door. 

“ Would you like to buy some greens, 
Mister?” asked a freckled little girl 
with a tin bucket on her arm. 

“No,” answered Ritter, shortly, and 
returned to his work. 

The next few lines didn’t flow so 
smoothly. Ritter kept seeing the hurt 
look under the child’s sunbonnet. He 
reproached himself. 

Rap-rap-rap! 

A wee Senegambian with a basket 
confronted Ritter. 

“Does you-all 
gree—.” 


wanta buy some 

“No!” snapped the writer, forget- 
ting his resolution. 

Senegambia rolled startled eyes and 
faded from the map. 

The wheels of thought were wobbling 
now, and the rear of one had a hot box. 

Thump-thump! 

This time it was a hulking fifteen- 
year-old boy, who might better have 
been pushing some farmer’s plow. He 
carried a fatuous grin-—and a basket. 

“Would you like to buy some gr—” 

“ No!” roared Ritter. 

The boy appeared slow mentally, but 
he could sprint. 


the Clothes 





“‘Egad,” fumed the harassed author. 
“Tl fix ’em.”’ 
He secured a sheet of cardboard and 
printed in threatening black letters: 
NO GREENS WANTED 


and hung it upon the gate. 

The Nature story was breathing its 
last. Its creator’s thinking apparatus, 
clogged by greens, refused to “ appa- 
rate.” 

Tack-tack, tack-tack! 

Ritter bounded frantically to the 
door, and faced a slight, mild-eyed 
German truck farmer. The visitor 
smiled blandly. 

“Some young onions—yes? ” 

“ By cripes!” bellowed Ritter, claw- 
ing frenziedly at latch. 
“You're just my size, but I can lick the 
everlasting socks off you.” 

The astonished gardener dropped his 
basket. His skin goose-fleshed and his 
eyes bulged. 

“ Himmel! ”’ 
mit der bloodt lust.” 

Leaping sideways off the 
Schmidt vaulted the division fence into 
the next yard, ran around the house and 
hid in a rainwater barrel. 

The Nature story was dead. 

“ They've killed my story,” morosely 
muttered Ritter, “and spoiled my 
morning. Watch me get even. These” 
—he poured a handful of shot into 
“will just 


the screen 


he gasped. “A lunatic 


step 


Willie’s repeating air-rifle— 
penetrate the breeching and cause acute 
stinging of the epidermis. The next 
produce peddler will learn, to his sor- 
row, how many BB's I can pump into 
his hind legs before he gets outside the 
gate.” 

“Thrice armed is he who hath a 
quarrel just,” is pure bunk. Ritter lay 
ambushed in the rose bushes until both 
trouser legs were full of ants and the 
back of his neck was a raw sunburn. 
But the next one never came. 


Line 
































“There won’t be any food shortage 








when I get home with all these 
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caterpillars! ” 
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“His Little (Musical) Widows” 


By Alan Dale 

















New York being a city in which abso- 
lute conjugal fidelity, irrevocable mo- 
nogamy, and the most concentrated es- 
sence of domesticated bliss, are so 
deeply rooted that nothing—nothing! 
—can disturb them, it follows that the 
playwright who is anxious to make fun 
of plural affections must hie himself 
elsewhere. Dear, simple, wholesome, 
pellucid, and primitive Manhattan! 
How proudly and how joyously it 
stands, in its urgent and lovely morality 
—and with what reluctant feet! 

+ ” ce 

The authorine of “His Little 
Widows,” at the Astor Theatre, was 
Mrs. Rida Johnson Young, who desired 
to portray the plight of a youth com- 
pletely surrounded by women. Mrs. 
Young was apparently quite aware that 
she could not possibly picture such an 
abject specimen of female affection in 
this stern and monogamistic community, 
unless she dallied with the “lounge 
lizard” or the “tea hound,” so this 
thoughtful authorine trotted us out to 
Salt Lake City, and plunged us into the 
midst of plural wifehood. From the un- 
bending, iron rigidity of Manhattan, to 
the luxurious laxity of Salt Lake City 
was a tempting flight for the lady who 
wanted to be funny. 

* * ” 

“His Little Widows” was every- 
thing that you could imagine it would 
be, and then some. Mrs. Young was 
careful to set it all down in a commu- 
nity where it was perfectly understood, 
and she had Mormonism as an excuse in 
case of protest. New York might gasp 
in fervid horror at the spectacle of one 
lone man compelled to wed eleven 
widowed women. This sweet little 
Manhattan, with its pretty “homes,” 
its gorgeous sewing societies, and its 
scintillating appreciation of everything 
domestic, might inveigh against the idea 
of this reckless marital jubilation, but 
Mrs. Young had Salt Lake City on her 
side, and—ours not to reason why. 

* * * 

I am bound to say that “ His Little 
Widows” turned out to be extremely 
amusing, and sometimes clever, in spite 
of its horripilic theme. As a rule, we 
are asked to consider polygamy seri- 
ously. We are not allowed to laugh at 


it. We had an awfully tear-washed 
play on the topic by Harvey O’Higgins 
and Harriet Ford, and it was offered as 





a lesson to us—as though we needed it. 
Ha! Ha! and likewise He! He! I 
fancy that “ polygamy,” for such was 
the title of the instructive drama, was 
not what one might call a_ success. 
“His Little Widows ” was very differ- 
ent, and marvelously otherwise. 
* * * 

It wasn’t as though we were expected 
to smile at some naughty Palais Royal 
farce, or to make merry at the expense 
of our marital institutions. We fre- 
quently got whiffs of the frivolity of 
French farce before the war. Even 
Germany gave us spice, and I am not 
at all sure that England was moral 
enough to suit us. US, you know, with 
an accent on the “us.” “His Little 
Widows ” was American, and properly 
American. It was utter levity—to say 
nothing of Utah levity—and Mrs. 
Young, presumably no relative of Brig- 
ham, could point to documents, and evi- 
dence of the complete plausibility of 
her themes. 

* * + 

“ His Little Widows ” was a musical 
comedy. As one never expects a plot of 
any sort in musical comedy—any kind 
of consistent story was something of a 
novelty. Critics do not analyze the 
musical show. They recline in their 
seats, and merely murmur: “ What is 
coming, who shall say?” The fact that 
this play at the Astor gave them chance 
for criticism, was piquant and extraor- 
dinary. The “hero” had been left a 
fortune on the condition that he married 
the eleven widows of his uncle, and as 
he was a bashful young man—a New 
Yorker, in fact—the situation was duly 
paprika’d. And then you must remem- 
ber that Mormonism is a religion. That 
helped some. 


* * * 








Anything that calls for pretty girls, 
can rely upon New York for a fitting 
cast. It may be difficult to secure ar- 
tistic leading women, or satisfactory 
juveniles, but pretty girls are easy, and 
always with us. So eleven little widows 
were discovered without annoyance. Our 
pretty girls have such lovely names too. 
List to these culled from the chorus: 
Ivy Sherer, Lucile Zintheo, Violette 
Strathmore, Irma von Nagy, Virginia 
Lillard and Fifi Hansworth. Are they 
not mellifluously soothing? 

- * + 


Somebody has said that progress was 
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merely the exchange of one nuisance 
for another, and I quite agree. It 
always strikes me as true when I see re- 
vivals of famous old successes. We have 
usually cast them off as nuisances, and 
have progressed to—other nuisances, 
As I listened to the revival of Reginald 
De Koven’s romantic comic opera, “‘ The 
Highwayman,” from which we were 
graduated to gingery affairs like “ The 
Century Girl,” I realized all that. To- 
day “The Highwayman” recalls the 
days when we were young. The simple, , 
primitive, and pleasant melodies, the 
curiously unamusing story, and the lack 
of that commodity now known as 
“ pep,” were quite instructive. 
* * * 

“In those times—‘ The Highway- 
man” is about twenty years old, and 
seems thirty—-we demanded less stren- 
uous performances, and were satisfied 
with being tepidly entertained. Per- 
haps we were less febrile, and more 
“ settled.” We were almost as fond of 
the operas of De Koven and Smith as 
we were of the more artistic and orig- 
inal work of Gilbert and Sullivan. 
“ The Highwayman ” appealed to me as 
a kind of curiosity. I happened to see 
the initial production of the opera 
twenty years ago, at the Broadway, and 
I have carefully read my remarks on 
the subject. I refuse to quote them. 
I will merely say that they seem quite 
humorous today. 

* * * 


At that remote period it was neces- 
sary to secure singers to do the music 
justice. Men and women with culti- 
vated voices were in demand. The 
crude, raucous, and sand-papery tones 
of those who populate the musical show 
of 1917, would have been laughed at 
when such operas as “ The Highway- 
man” were in vogue. A musical cast 
today calls for youths who can jig and 
prance and for girls who are able to 
satisfy the eye. That is all. Artists 
with voices are now relegated to the 
movies, where their splendid notes may 
be filmed—if possible! The “ pic- 
tures” relieve us of their presence. 

* * * 

However, singers may still be found, 
and they were found by the Messrs. 
Shubert for this revival. I may men- 
tion John Charles Thomas, who has all 
the seriousness of grand opera, and 
would hate to jig; Sam Ash, whose high 
notes will not be put down by clamor, 
and Miss Bianca Soroya, a very stren- 
uous lady of the “ prima donna ” brand. 
It was an excellent cast, marvelously 
discovered, for people who can sing are 
rapidly becoming extinct. 
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The Food of Love 
A Lyric of Meatless Days. 

Eat to me only with thine eyes 
And I will munch with mine; 

Or let my lips but brush thy locks 
And I shall seem to dine; 

The hollow ’neath my belt that lies 
For flesh of beeves doth pine ; 

Yet might I wolf a roasted ox, 
I would, of course, decline. 


I sent thee once a juicy steak 
To prove thy troth and see 
If in that stern ordeal’s test 
Steadfast thou still wouldst be; 
And thou thereof one sniff didst take 
And post it back to me, 
Since when I wear it next my chest, 
Potted, for love of thee. 
—O S., in Punch. 





Broken English 


THe Buaktut Marca Prasanca 
Sasui1.—At Nagappa Chetty Pillayar 
Vasantha Mantapam, 3822 Thumbu 
Chetty Street, Georgetown, to-morrow 
4 P.M. Bramhasri Mangudi'Chidam- 
bara Bhagavatha will give a harikatha 
on “ Pittukkumansuman tha Thiruvi- 
layadal.”—Madras Paper. 





Distressing Sequel to Early 
Marriage 
“An exciting scene on Waterloo 
Bridge was described at Bow Street 
yesterday, when Lydia Wilderspin, 
aged 2, married, was charged with at- 
tempting suicide.” 


—TIllustrated Sunday Herald. | 





It’s a shame to take off that nice cool 
dinner gown and get into this hot, stuffy 
nightie! 
































Meeting the Univeraal Need 


In the high passes of the 
mountains, accessible only to 
the daring pioneer and the sure- 
footed burro, there are telephone 
linemen stringing wires. 


Across bays or rivers a flat- 
bottomed boat is used to unreel 
the message-bearing cables and 
lay them beneath the water. 


Over the sand-blown, treeless 
desert a truck train plows its 
way with telephone material 
and supplies. 


Through dense forests line- 
men are felling trees and cutting 
a swath for lines of wire-laden 


poles. 


Vast telephone extensions are 
progressing simultaneously in 
the waste places as well as in 
the thickly populated com- 


munities. 


These betterments are cease- 
less and they are voluntary, 
requiring the expenditure of 
almost superhuman imagina- 
tion, energy and large capital. 


In the Bell organization, be- 
sides the army of manual toilers, 
there is an army of experts, in- 
cluding almost the entire gamut 
of human labors. These men, 
scientific and practical, are con- 
stantly inventing means for 
supplying the numberless new 
demands of the telephone using 
public. : 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy 
A Speaking Part 


Tue Actor: My last appearance 
was in “ What Happened to Mary.” 
His Frirenp: Oh, and what part did 
you play in that? 
Tue Actor: “ What Happened!” 
—The Sketch. 








The Paper Shortage 
News Epiror or “Dairy EacGie 
Buast”’: Just type a short notice that 
finders of first snowdrop, crocus, prim- 
rose or any early spring phenomena 
must apprise the world through our ad- 
vertising columns.—Punch. 
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One System 


Universal Service 

An Abandoned Industry 
Henry: I see it be ordained as the 
farmers should grow pigs these times. 
Have you got any coming along, Jarge? 
Grorce: No, ’Enery; I ’aven’t taken 
no interest in pigs much since the missus 


died.— The Tatler. 





An Incomplete Return 
THe Mornine Carrer: Vos you ze 
man vot safe mine little poy from 
drowning, yesterday? 
Tue Rescuer (genially): Yes, I am. 
THe Mornine Cater: Zen vhere’s 
his cap?—The Sketch. 






























































Wife: Let’s rest here awhile, John — it’s 
so comfortable. 


Cosmopolitan 
Heap Barser: Have you any par- 
ticular choice in shaving mugs? 
First Assistant: Not a bit. 
them all. 


I shave 


As She Is Spoke 
Nevutrat Waiter: I shall nevair 
onderstand zis language. Zat officer— 
I say to him, “ Goot morning, ’ow are 
you?” ’E say, “ Dam ’ongry and fed 
op’ !”—Punch. 
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Grow 


Misleading 


Tue New Lopeer: You'll find a pud- 
ding in that bag, Mrs. Harris. I shall 
be glad if you will take it out and 
heat it. 

Mrs. Harris: Thank you, sir; me and 
’Arris is very partial to puddings. 

—The Tatler. 


False Friends 
“ Are ye wounded, Terence? ” 
“T am that, Michael; ’tis 
fut.” 
“Bad cess to thim body-shields! I 
niver had much faith in thim! ” 
—Punch. 


in the 











First Nurse: Why is Mr. Peever so grouchy 
this morning? 

Second Nurse: He has discovered that while 
he was under the ether he said he had 
cleaned up $3,500 in stocks this week. So 
the surgeon is going to charge him $4,000 
for his operation. 
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It is a shame 

for any woman to 
wear soiled white 
kid shoes! 


Rub them lightly with a 
white cloth and a little— 


CARPUNA 


Cleaning Fluid 


—and they will not only look like 
new, but will be dry and ready to 
wear in an instant. 
This is true likewise of the light 
colored glazed kid shoes that are the 
fad of the day, because Carbona can- 
not injure the most delicate color. 
Use Carbona day or nighi— 

it cannot explode 
15c.-25c.—50c.-$1.00 bottles. At all druggists 
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The Best Part 
of Shaving 


is at the finish when you 
spend a minute or twojin 
refreshing the face with 


FHIIAAS 


HONEY AND ALMOND 


Creal 


Apply with the fingers, 
rubbing gently. It cools 
and comforts the skin, re- 
lieves smarting, heals abra- 
sions and protects the face 
against chapping. 

Write for samples of cream. 
Enclose 2c. 
Sold by Druggists and Dept. 
Stores, or postpaid, by us on re- 
ceipt of price. Hinds Cream in 
bottles, 50c.; Cold Cream in 
tubes, 25c. 
TRY HINDS CREAM TOILET SOAP 

eee ’ 


Its fragrant, 
creamy foam 
Soften and fresh- 
ens the skin, 10c. 





and 2c. Trial 

cake 5c. postpaid. 
A. S. HINDS 

218 West Street 
Portland, Me. 





“T wish that you might stay with us 
a little longer, Mary.” 

“Honestly, I’d like to, mum, but 
would the employment agencies make a 
living if we cooks didn’t move once in 
a while? ” 


Blood Will Tell 


Lapy (who has been damaged by 
motor car): I sez to the shover, I sez, 
“You may ’ave an English nime, but 
your conduck’s Tooton.”—Punch. 
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Edythe: 


They’ve both been divorced once. 





Marjorie: So this is just a case of puppy love. 


In Berlin 


Lirtte Girt: Oh, mummy! 
given me a dirty plate. 


Mortuer: Hush, darling. That’s the 


soup.—Punch. 


Of Course 


“ That was a fine drive you made this 
afternoon, Smith.” 

“Which do you mean?” 

“Oh, you know; that time you hit 
the ball! ’—-Looker On. 





“Why, John, you almost hit that man.” 


“T tried to. 
me the car!” 


He’s the lobster that sold 


Logic in Khaki 

SERGEANT (to private taking bayonet 
practice): Keep yer point up like yer 
doin’ now, can’t yer? You won’t never 
get yer man if yer don’t keep yer point 
up. Have yer never done no bayonet 
practice before? 

Private (just out of hospital, very 
bored): I’ve done this ’ere to the 
bloomin’ Germans, I ’ave. 


Serceant: Oh, you ’ave, ’ave you? 


No wonder the war’s lasted two and a 


’alf years.—Punch. 


They've 





The Tragedy 

His dead body lay near the heavy 
Persian rug. With satisfaction she 
viewed it from all angles. Yes, he was 
dead! She and she alone was respon- 
sible for his death 

No doubt there were those who loved 
him and waited with anxious hearts; of 
them she gave no thought. His form 
lay quiet in the majesty of death, and 
she—she was glad he was gone. Per- 
haps it was brutal to say it, but now she 
could be frank with herself. 
had feared him—Oh, God! how she had 
feared him! Onfy yesterday she shrank 
into a corner as he hurried toward her 
with his dark beady eyes, a nameless 
horror filling her soul. She had 
screamed and covered her eyes with her 
hands to shut out the sight of him, but 
to-day he was dead and the fear left 
her breast. 

Not only was he dead but she had 
planned his death, cunningly and with 
the sang-froid of a Lucretia Borgia. 
Yes, she had poisoned him! She whom 
all believed to be a good woman—a kind 
mother—how little they knew! She 
remembered each detail. She had fled 
and locked him in the room, then sat 
down to plan his death. Then she had 
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and she was glad. | 


In life she | 








purchased the poison and placed it near 
in some food, knowing he would take it. 
He was the trusting kind, but now he 
was gone and oh, the relief. She 
thought of the havoc he had wrought 
and the tears he had caused her. She 
stood watching him, fascinated, when 
suddenly she saw his leg twitch. With 
a scream of horror she fled from the 
room into the arms of her husband. 
“Oh, Frank,’ she sobbed—“ that 
mouse in the trap isn’t dead yet!” 





A Man of “ Metal ” 


Tue Lapy or tue House: If you are 
thirsty, you can have a glass of water. 

Tue Tramp: No, thank ye, mum. 
I’ve a constitootion of iron, and water 
would rust it.—The Sketch. 
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Plays | in in 
Dm New York 


Evenings at 8.20 


Gaiety Theatre sstinecs wes. ana 
TURNTO THE ? RIGHT 


*UNDILUTED JOY "’—WORLD 


ELTING 


Selwyn & yd present 


JANE COWL 
“LILAC TIME” 


By Jane Cowl and Jane Murfin 











Theatre, W. 42nd Street, 
- -y at 8.20, Mats. Wed, 
Sat. at 2.20. 





Cohan & Harris Theatre 


West 42nd Street Call Bryant 6344 
Evening at 8.20. Mats. Wed. and Sat., 2.20 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


The Willow Tree 


FANTASY OF JAPAN 
By Benrimo and Harrison Rhodes 





After the Play Visit4te? ew Ametandenn 
NEW ZIEGFELD Meeting Place 
MIDNIGHTFROLIC 


of the World 
30 Most Beautiful Girls in the World 





SHUBERT ATTRACTIONS. 


IN NEW YORK 


WINTER GARDEN.. PASSING, SHOW 
SHUBERT......... Her Soldier Boy 
| Se You’re in Love 
eee William Gillette 
MAXINE ELLIOTT’S. .Love o’ Mike 
NEW BIJOU............ The Knife 
8 a The Highwayman 


Po!) His Little Widows, 
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The Origin of the “ Loose-Leaf” Idea 


Too Many Laws 


Senator Weeks told the Traffic Club 
the other day that the legislators were 
passing too many” laws in this country. 
But why should a Senator of the United 
States deal in such platitudes? 

Of course there are too many laws. 
There are many too many laws. But this 
has been true for so long that the mem- 
ory of man runneth not to the contrary. 
All sensible men have quit worrying 
about it long ago. There are so many 
too many laws that a few thousand 
more or less do not matter at all. What 
did Noah care whether it rained forty 
days or forty-five days? Everything 
was as wet as it could be anyway. 

The chief point we have to consider 


is what would these legislators do if we 
suddenly threw them out of jobs? 
Looking them over, by and large, isn’t 
it safe to assume that if relieved of law- 
making, they might easily get into 
worse mischief? 

Better let ’em alone. If they reform 
of their own accord, all right and good. 
If not, well, we can easily stand it. 


One of the Circle 
“ Farmer’s daughter wanted, to learn 
daughter Cheddar cheesemaking for ] | 
month, from March 25th; 25 Cows; 
treated as family.” , 
—Bristol Times and Mirror, 


Hard to Define 


Sue (referring to host): You know,’ 
there’s something nice about Mr, | 
Tomkins-Smith. 

He: Yes, I think it must be his wife, 7 

—Punch, 


Somewhere! 

Tue Captain: Congratulate me, | 
Tina, I’m to be a major. 

Trina: Drum or sergeant. 


—The Sketch, | 


The Sex-Problem Again 
“For Sale——A 8-year-old Holstein 
gentleman cow.”—Canadian Paper. 





Right away Nurse hustles along 
an invigorating toddy, and if its 


Old Overholt Rye 
**Same for 107 Years’’ 
She knows that this straight 
Pennsylvania Rye is stimulating 

and its effect immediate. 


Old Overholt Rye is bottledin bond 
and is used in best hospitals. 


A. Overholt & Co. Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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GRANLIDEN HOTEL 
LAKE SUNAPEE, N. H. 


At the gateway of the White Mountains. The Ideal Tour Hotel at Lake 
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Sunapee. Fine golf course, -saddle horses, tennis, boating, canoeing, bathing, 
fishing for salmon, trout and bass as good, if not the best, in New England. 
Dancing afternoon and evening. Fine motoring, etc. Furnished cottages to 
rent. Accommodates 300 guests. Write for circular. Address W. W. Brown, 
Granliden Hotel, Lake Sunapee, N. H. Mr. Brown may be seen personally at 
Hotel Manhattan, 42nd Street, New York City, from May 20th to June 6th." 
After that date, Granliden Hotel, Lake Sunapee, N. H. 


Winter season, Hotels InpIAN River and Rock.epce, Rockledge, Florida. 


in this matter is not whether we have 
too many laws. We have long since 
become accustomed to that. The point 





An intelligent person may earn $100 monthly 
corresponding for newspapers; $40 te $50 
monthly in spare time; experience unnecessary ; 
no canvassing; subjects suggested. Send for 

iculars. National Press Bureau, Room 3052, 

Buffalo, N. Y. 
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A Change of Bill Every Week! 





An overture of verse, timely, tripping, trenchant 
A bit of color, iridescent, lustrous— 


A team of jugglers to toss our foibles high in the air and catch them, as they 
tumble about us, in a blanket of laughter- 


A domestic mise en scene sweetened with enough folly to lighten the burden 
of living— 


A swordsman to prick with the swift rapier of ridicule the ever-present 


bubble of bunk— 


A skit in which the fads, fakes and fallacies of the day are stripped of sham 
and pretence and exposed to the spot-light of truth— 


A leaven of politics, a swift survey of the Seven Arts, an aria of unadul- 


terated joy— 
roe 


America’s Cleverest Weekly 


Edited for the man—and the gentler 
members of his family—whose perspective 
is sufficiently far above the dead level of 
dullness to appreciate the smarter currents 


of American life. 
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PORTATIVE ORGAN 14™ CENTURY 


HE TONE of the Columbia Grafonola is the supreme test of its in- 

comparable musical quality. Rich, round, vividly true and lifelike, 
it transforms records into reality—giving back to you the artist himself; 
his personality, his supreme art in vall its individual perfection. 


It is the chosen instrument of Barrientos, Lazaro, 
Sembach; the ideal of Ysaye, Casals, Hofmann, Godowsky, 
Parlow, De Pachmann—it is the great interpreter of the 
world’s. master musicians. 


And once you hear the Columbia Grafonola, playing 
the Columbia Records of these or other great Columbia 


artists, it will be your choice, too. For ‘‘Hearing is 
Believing.’’ 


Columbia 
Grafonola 
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Columbia Grafonola 
Price $150 


Prices in Canada plus duty, 
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